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proved to be rather watery when it came to settling accounts.
I was a bit of a coward."
He was angry with himself for having shown cowardice
at Vieshenska and for not having the strength to fight the
fear which had possessed him. He was doubly annoyed
because his fears had proved groundless. Now all his
agitation seemed absurd and shameful. His mind had run
on this subject all the way back, and maybe that was why
he told Aksinia all about it, laughing at himself and a little
exaggerating what he had gone through.
Aksinia listened to him attentively, then gently released
her hands and went across to the stove. As she made up
the fire she asked :
" But how about the future ? "
" I've got to go and report there again in a week's time."
" Do you think they'll take you after all ? "
" It seems like it.   Sooner or later they'll take me."
" Then what are we to do ?   How shall we live, Grisha ? "
" I don't know.  Let's talk about that later.  Have you
got any water I can wash with ? "
They sat down to supper, and once more that fullness of
happiness which she had experienced in the morning returned
to Aksinia.  Gregor was here, at her side ;   she could look
at  him without  removing  her  eyes,   without  having to
think that outsiders were catching her glances;   with her
eyes she could say all without concealment and without
embarrassment.    Lord, how she had longed for him, how
she had worn herself out, how her body had yearned for
his   great,   ungracious   hands!   She   hardly   touched   the-*
food;  leaning a Jittle forward, she watched as Gregor ate
hungrily, her misted eyes caressing his face, his swarthy
neck tightly gripped by the standing collar of his tunic,
his broad shoulders, his hands lying heavily on the table.
She avidly breathed in the mingled scent of bitter masculine
sweat and tobacco which  came from him,  the familiar
and precious scent peculiar to him.  With eyes blindfolded
she could have distinguished her Gregor from a thousand
other men even by his scent.  A deep flush burned on her
cheeks, her heart beat fast and heavily.  This evening she
could not be a really attentive housewife,  for she saw
nothing but Gregor all around her.  But he did not demand
attention * he cut his own bread, looked for and found the